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CHRISTMAS  AND  ITS  CUSTOMS 

Christmas  and  its  customs  are  so  much  a  part  of  our 
present  lives  that  few  people  ever  stop  to  question 
whence  they  came.  Christmas  is  a  distinctly  Christian 
festival  and  is  known  only  in  Christian  countries.  How- 
ever, it  has  many  customs  that  are  evidently  pagan  or 
heathen  in  their  origin.  Thus  there  are  two  lines  of 
development  in  our  present  Christmas  celebration,  the 
Christian  and  the  pagan. 

In  early  times  the  winter  months  from  November  to 
January  were  great  festival  months,  for  the  New  Year 
came  during  this  time.  One  of  the  most  important 
Roman  festivals,  that  of  the  "Birth  of  the  Sun,"  was  held 
on  December  25.  Naturally  the  church  at  Rome  when 
choosing  a  date  for  the  commemoration  of  Christ's  birth 
would  choose  one  already  significant  to  the  people.  Their 
choice  fell  upon  this  day.  The  first  mention  of  the  obser- 
vation of  Christmas  on  December  25  is  found  in  a  Roman 
calendar  dated  about  the  middle  of  the  fourth  century. 
Christmas  gradually  spread  from  Rome  to  the  European 
countries  as  they  were  conquered.  Each  of  these  coun- 
tries added  from  its  store  of  folk  feasts  to  the  Christian 
Christmas  festival  certain  customs  firmly  intrenched  into 
their  lives  by  long  practice. 

Among  these  customs  we  find  the  Yule  log  from  the 
Slavs,  the  Christmas  tree  from  the  Germans,  the  crib  from 
Italy,  the  gift  giving  from  such  festivals  as  those  of  St. 
Nicholas  and  St.  Stephen's  days,  the  decorating  of  the 
home,  and  the  feasting.  The  magic  sympolism  attached 
to  these  observances  point  to  an  earlier  sacred  significance 
in  the  pagan  religions  of  the  peoples.  Certain  games, 
such  as  the  sword  dancing,  and  the  significance  of  certain 
things  to  eat  probably  go  back  to  sacrificial  services  now 
forgotten. 
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Christmas  carols  also  show  this  two-fold  development. 
During  the  time  of  the  early  Roman  church  hymns  filled 
with  the  great  divine  and  theological  significance  of  the 
day  came  into  use.  These  hymns,  however,  did  not 
embody  the  great  human  side  of  Christ's  birth  or  his 
babyhood.  Out  of  their  own  lives  and  experiences  the 
simpler  folk  originated  the  songs  filled  with  the  great 
human  idea  of  the  birth  of  Jesus.  They  are  known  as 
carols,  and  each  country  has  its  own. 

It  was  not  only  in  these  songs  that  the  Christmas  spirit 
found  expression,  the  drama  was  also  a  medium  for  its 
outpouring.  This  was  first  connected  with  the  mass. 
Later  elements  from  the  people's  lives  were  added  not 
detracting  from  the  divine  but  adding  to  the  human  side. 
Such  plays  are  found  in  the  St.  George  plays  of  the  six- 
teenth century.  There  is  a  modern  tendency  to  revive 
Christmas  plays. 

Thus  it  is  found  that  in  every  Christmas  custom  of  to- 
day, in  carols,  in  plays,  in  feasts,  and  in  rites  there  is  this 
blending  of  Christian  and  pagan,  divine  and  human.  It 
is  this  blending  that  makes  Christmas  a  time  both  of 
devotion  and  joyousness,  praise  and  merry-making. 

Hazel  Houck,  '17. 
* 

THE  YULE  LOG 

Merry  voices,  a  great  stamping  of  snow  covered  feet, 
a  rush  of  crisp  frosty  air  as  the  heavy  outer  door  opens 
and  there  it  is.  They  are  bringing  in  the  Yule  log.  It 
has  been  cut  and  drying  in  the  woods  these  three  months, 
seasoning  as  the  woodsman  says  and  what  is  seasoning 
but  storing  up,  reducing  to  an  essence  the  whole  of  its  life 
in  the  forest.  Look  at  the  cut  end  and  count  the  rings. 
More  than  sixty  surely,  probably  more  than  that.  Hov 
these  big  late  rings  just  under  the  bark  must  look  back 
and  smile  at  the  little  sapling  days  of  the  smaller  rings. 
Youth,  maturity  and  age,  this  tree  has  grown,  acquiring 
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in  this  growth  all  the  impressions  of  forest  life  during 
every  season  of  the  year.  Now  has  come  the  time  when 
the  tree  shall  give  the  best  it  has  gained  in  life  to  the 
Christmas  spirit.  When  the  Yule  log  is  lighted  the  flames 
will  set  free  the  imprisoned  spirits  of  the  forest  to  join 
with  the  spirit  of  Christmas. 

PRIZE  STORY  OF  THE  SHORT  STORY  CONTEST 
WITH  THE  AID  OF  THE  H.  S.  I.  S. 

There  were  few  passengers  on  the  north  bound  local 
that  September  afternoon,  and  they  were  not  an  animated 
group  for  the  day  had  been  monotonously  warm  and 
tiresome.  The  attention  of  the  girl  in  the  rear  of  the  coach 
was  about  equally  divided  between  the  flying  landscape 
and  the  pages  of  her  book  for  they  were  both  equally 
interesting.  All  day  the  scenery  had  been  cornfields, 
small  towns,  and  more  cornfields — and  the  book  was 
entitled,  "How  to  Become  a  Successful  School  Teacher." 
The  engine  whistled,  the  brakeman  entered  the  car — 
"Orange  City,  Orange  City,  change  care  for  LeMars. 
Hospers  the  next  station,  Hospers." 

The  few  traveling  men  rose  lazily  and  sidled  out.  No 
new  passengers  appeared;  the  girl  was  alone.  "Special 
car  for  the  new  teacher  at  Hospers.  Wonder  if  the  book 
said  anything  about  that.  Tour  first  appearance  should 
be  marked  with  especial  dignity.'  well,  if  arriving  in  a 
private  car  isn't  dignified,  I'd  like  to  know  what  is.  'Your 
personal  appearance  should  always  be  pains-takingly 
tidy.'  Well,  as  if  anyone  could  be  tidy  in  a  dusty  car  like 
this.  I  suppose  though  that  means  if  the  powder  is  evenly 
distributed.  Well,  that's  not  so  bad.  I'm  glad  there's 
no  lingering  ray  of  the  setting  sun  to  display  the  wrinkles 
in  this  suit  to  the  ladies  of  Hosiers.  Oh,  I  know  they're 
a  particular  bunch.  I  wonder  a  the  board  of  education 
will  meet  me  at  the  station." 
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The  board  of  education  did  not  meet  Dorothy  Weston 
at  the  station.  They  were  represented,  however,  by  Mrs. 
Von  Stuyl,  the  leading  lady  of  the  town.  "Gut  Evening, 
Mine  Dear!  I  am  Messes  Von  Stuyl.  You  vill  lif  at  mine 
hous.    Coom,  mine  dear! 

Breathless  with  amazement  Dorothy  Weston  came.  So 
this  was  Hospers!  In  the  faint  twilight  it  was  an  exact 
replica  of  pictures  she  had  seen  of  quaint  towns  in  Hol- 
land. The  children  playing  about  the  quiet  streets  might 
have  been  the  originals  of  the  famous  "Dutch  Lover" 
series  slightly  Americanized. 

When  they  arrived  at  the  Von  Stuyl  home,  Mrs.  Von 
Stuyl  said,  "Veil,  veil,  mine  dear,  how  you  like  Hospers, 
eh?" 

"Oh,  it's  just  lovely!  So  picturesque!  Why  you  know 
Mrs.  Von  Stuyl,  Pve  always  wondered  what  Hospers 
would  be  like  ever  since  1  got  the  position." 

"Veil,  ha-ha-ha!  Ve  all  knowed  vhat  you  vould  be 
like.  Meester  Von  Bruin,  president  of  de  school  board, 
he  take  dat  leetle  picture  dat  you  sends  him  und  he  gift 
it  to  his  woman  und  she  takes  it  to  a  special  meeting  of 
de  H.  S.  I.  S.  und  ve  all  vote  on  veder  we  wonst  dat 
looking  kind  of  a  girl  in  our  town  or  not.  Ha-ha.  Und 
we  all  want  you,  mine  dear.  Ve  all  vote  Ya,  ya,  ve  vant 
you.  Und  now  make  yourself  right  shoost  at  home,  mine 
dear,  right  shoost  at  home." 

Dorothy  Wseton  accepted  the  invitation  in  the  same 
kindly  spirit  in  which  it  was  given.  She  retired  early  and 
dreamed  that  night  that  she  was  a  little  Dutch  girl  play- 
ing among  the  tulips  of  her  mother's  back  yard  in  the  old 
country. 

The  momentous  first  day  was  rapidly  drawing  to  a 
close.  The  westering  sun  shone  proudly  in  on  the  twen- 
ty-seven pupils  of  Dorothy  Weston,  happy,  fair-haired, 
and  Dutch.  The  teacher  was  happy  too,  for  this  had  been 
a  successful  first  day. 

"Boys  and  girls,  I'm  going  to  ask  a  favor  of  you.    I've 
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been  in  your  town  now  three  days  and  during  that  time  1 
believe  Pve  visited  nearly  all  of  your  homes.  And  such 
pleasant  homes  as  they  were.  Why,  boys  and  girls,  Pve 
never  seen  cleaner,  better  kept  homes  in  all  my  life.  And 
such  beautiful  flowers!  Now,  this  is  our  school  home. 
To  be  sure  it  is  wonderfully  bright  and  clean  but  I  miss  the 
flowers.  If  we  only  had  some  pictures  on  the  walls  and 
some  flowers  in  the  windows,  it  would  truly  be  our  school 
home.  Now  Pve  a  bargain  to  make  with  you.  I'll  bring 
the  pictures  if  you'll  bring  the  flowers.  Now,  good-night! 
You  may  turn,  rise,  and  pass." 

By  8  o'clock  of  the  following  morning,  the  pictures 
were  all  hung  to  the  satisfaction  of  Dorothy  Weston  and 
of  Mr.  Von  Bruin,  president  of  the  board.  He  had  drop- 
ped in  as  he  himself  said,  to  see  how  the  new  teacher  was 
progressing.  He  was  now  admiring  the  results  of  his 
labor. 

"Veil,  veil,  veil!  dat's  a  goot  picture,  dat's  a  goot  pic- 
ture to  have  hanging  before  a  lot  of  Dutch  boys.  Dat 
fellow,  he  never  vasted  his  Vater's  money  on  tobacco  und 
he  vasn't  crazy  over  des  Ford  automobiles  or  vhy  vould 
he  be  petting  of  dat  big  gray  horse?  Vat's  dat  fellow's 
name,  eh? " 

"Why,  that  is  the  good  Sir  Galahad  whose  strength 
was  as  the  strength  of  ten  because  his  heart  was  pure." 

"Meester  Sir  Galahad,  eh?  He  vouldn't  be  a  pad  fel- 
low to  git  married  vit,  eh? " 

"Why,  you  see,  he  isn't  living  now." 

"Veil,  veil,  vot  matters  dat?  Der  vas  Doctor  Brenten. 
He  lifs  right  here  in  des  town;  he  looks  shoost  like  him. 
Leetle  older,  maybe.  Ya,  he  looks  shoost  like  him.  I 
dells  you,  he  vouldn't  be  a  pad  fellow  to  git  married  mit." 

"Oh,  Mr.  Von  Bruin,  look!" 

"Veil,  veil,  veil,  dem  Dutch  kids.  It  looks  shoost  like 
von  flower  garten." 

And  it  truly  did.  Coming  up  the  school  house  steps 
from  the  street  below,  were  the  twenty-seven  pupils  of 
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Dorothy  Weston,  each  one  carrying  a  market  basket  full 
of  blooming  plants. 

"But  Mr.  Von  Bruin,  what  shall  we  do  with  them?  I 
didn't  know  they'd  bring  so  many!  I  don't  know  where 
to  put  them." 

"Veil,  veil,  don't  say  dat.  I  dells  you,  de  board  of 
education,  ve  vill  feex  it!  Veil,  good-  morning,  Miss 
Veston." 

During  the  subsequent  three  months  nearly  every 
housewife  in  the  small  Dutch  village  visited  the  school 
room,  not  only  to  see  the  magnificent  plant-tray  which  the 
board  of  education  had  presented  in  a  fit  of  unheard  gen- 
erosity, but  also  to  see  the  picture  of  "Meester  Sir  Gala- 
had." There  was  indeed  a  striking  likeness  between  Dr. 
Brenton  and  the  Knight.  Dr.  Brenton  was  already  the 
recognized  ideal  of  all  the  lads  of  Hospers  and  his  pro- 
nounced resemblance  to  the  picture  of  that  Knight  of 
purity  and  strength  made  him  all  the  more  popular.  Now 
he  was  called  by  all  of  the  children,  and  in  fact,  by  most 
of  the  townspeople,  "Meester  Sir  Galahad." 

But  unlike  that  Knight  of  Old,  he  had  found  his  lady 
fair.  In  the  brown  eyes  of  Dorothy  Weston,  best  loved 
teacher  in  Hospers,  he  had  found  that  simple  truth  and 
sincerity  which  he  loved  in  woman.  He  loved  her  as  only 
a  Knight  can  love  his  lady  fair.  But  all  of  this  was  un- 
known to  Dorothy.  She  had  idealized  him  even  more 
than  had  his  small  boy  admirers.  Many  a  time  she  had 
seen  him  dash  out  of  town  in  his  brown  racer  with  such 
speed  that  it  caused  Mrs.  Von  Stuyl  and  many  another 
Dutch  housewife  to  rush  to  their  doors  with  hands  up- 
raised in  holy  horror  and  secret  delight.  Who  but  a  true 
knight  could  heal  the  ills  of  man's  mind  and  body  as  did 
Guy  Brenton? 

From  the  very  first  this  situation  had  been  the  subject 
of  much  kindly  interest  among  all  the  people  of  the 
friendly  Dutch  town.  It  had  caused  many  a  discussion  at 
the  weekly  meetings  of  the  H.  S.  I.  S.     But  not  until  the 
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society  met  at  the  Von  Bruin  home  was  the  subject  ever 
discussed  at  the  business  session  of  the  meeting.  The 
society  had  been  called  to  order  by  its  capable  president, 
Mrs.  Von  Stuyl.  The  minutes  of  the  last  meeting  had 
been  read  and  duly  approved  when  Mrs.  Von  Bruin  arose 
and  addressed  the  chair. 

"Meeses  President !" 

"Meeses  Von  Bruin !" 

"Vimmen!  Dis  is  de  Hospers  Social  Improvement 
Society.  Now  you  know,  at  each  year  at  our  May  Festival 
ve  gif  great  honor  to  the  people  voo  haf  de  greatest 
social  improvement  done,  already  yet.  Now  vimmen  you 
know  dere  iss  two  peoples  in  dis  town  voo  haf  done  more 
social  improvement  dan  dees  whole  society  put  together, 
already  yet.  Now  ve  all  know  dat  ees  Meester  Sir  Gala- 
had and  Mees  Veston.  And  ve  know  dat  dose  two  ain't 
going  to  forever  be  an  old  maid  and  an  old  patchelor." 

"She  ain't  got  no  ring  on  her  finger  yet! 

"Meeses  Von  Eckle,  coom  to  orter.  Meeses  Von 
Bruin,  she  got  dat  floor!  I  vill  tell  you  vhy  Mees  Veston 
she  ain't  got  no  ontgagement  ring.  Now  vimmen,  nod- 
ings  moost  be  said  about  this.  I  vill  tell  you  all.  Vimmen, 
Mees  Veston  she  haf  no  hope  shest. 

"Ah!  Vy  mine  leetle  girl  she  only  six  years  old.  She 
already  haf  start  her  hope  shest.  She  haf  made  dish  rags 
und  stove  holters  und  towels  und  vhen  I  vas  a  leetle  girl, 
vhy  I  haf  my  hope  shest  already  started.  Ven  I  vas  only 
five! 

"Meeses  Von  Eckle!  Coom  to  orter.  I  vill  tell  you 
vhy.  Ven  Mees  Veston  was  a  leetle  girl,  shoost  de  age  of 
your  leetle  girl,  her  mutter  und  vater  dey  vas  kilt  in  a 
train  wreck  und  Mees  Veston  she  haf  nodings  to  lif  mit 
but  an  old  maid  aunt,  und  vimmen,  vhat  does  an  old  maid 
aunt  know  about  hope  shests? 

"Und  den  she  go  to  a  school  to  learn  how  to  teach  dese 
Dutch  kids.  Now  how  much  time  would  she  have  to 
make  desh  rags  und  stove  holders  und  towels  und  bed 
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quilts?      Now   Meeses  Von   Bruin,   you  have  something 
more  to  say?  " 

"Ya,  ya,  you  see  mine  man  he  iss  de  president  of  de 
Board  of  Education  und  he  haf  von  goot  plan.  He  say, 
you  see  he  know  all  about  dese,  he  says  dat  ve  shall  make 
lots  of  stove  holters  und  dish  rags  und  towels  und  bed 
quilts  und  de  Board  of  Education  dey  shall  make  von 
great  big  hope  shest  und  ve  must  fill  it  up.  Now  vat  you 
thinks  about  dat?  Eferybody  in  favor  of  dese  hope  shests 
business — vat  you  have  something  to  say?" 

"Meeses  President." 

"Meeses  Von  Eckle." 

"Veil,  vimmen,  now  vat  if — vat  if — after  ve  haf  filled 
de  hope  shest,  und  vorked  our  fingers  off  mit  de  fedder 
beds,  und  de  table  cloths,  und  de  towels,  und  everythings, 
vat  den  if  she  haf  no.  ontgagement  ring  on  her  finger, 
vat  den? " 

"Oh  veil,  veil,  dat  vas  easy.  Vhy  if  den  she  haf  no 
ontgagement  ring,  vhy  I  vill  hurry  dem  up.  Ya,  dat  vas 
easy.  1  thought  you  had  somethings  hard  to  say,  Meeses 
Von  Eckle.  Ya,  ya,  dat  vas  easy.  Now  iss  dere  any  more 
discussion?  Veil  den,  everybodys  in  favor  of  dese  hope 
shest  business,  stand  oop!" 

And  everybody  stood  up. 

The  opening  of  the  May  Festival  was  a  very  exciting 
event.  The  whole  town  had  shared  in  the  secret.  In 
fact,  nearly  the  whole  town  had  contributed  to  the  hope 
chest.  By  eight  o'clock  every  one  was  present  with  the 
exception  of  Dr.  Brenton  and  Miss  Weston.  The  box, 
flower  bedecked,  occupied  an  important  place  on  the 
platform,  in  fact,  it  occupied  nearly  the  whole  platform. 
Around  it  stood  in  an  admiring  group  the  principal  donors 
of  the  gift. 

"Veil,  veil,  I  vonder  vat  day  will  say  ven  dey  sees  it." 

"Oh,  Meester  Von  Bruin,  coom  here!  It's  vot  shall  I 
say  vhen  I  gives  it  to  dem!  Meester  Von  Bruin,  I  dhot 
Meester  Von  Stuyl  vas  de  slowest  man  dere  ever  was.   But 
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clese  American  men  dey  haf  dem  beat.  Meester  Von 
Bruin  I  vill  haf  to  hurry  dem  up  und  Meester  Von  Eckle, 
she  vill  haf  a  fit  if  I  don't  vork  it  right.  You  see,  I  haf 
my  speech  of  presentation  al  ready  learned  by  heart  but  I 
didn't  think  I'd  haf  to  hurry  dem  up — Meester  Von  Bruin, 
you  are  de  President  of  de  Hospers  Board  of  Education,  I 
dell  you,  you  make  dat  speech.  Ya,  Meester  Von  Bruin, 
vont  you  make  dat  speech?  " 

"Ach,  no,  Meeses  Von  Stuyl,  you  are  de  President  of  de 
Hospers  Social  Improvement  Society  und  you  should 
make  dat  speech.  Shoot  down  dat  lid,  here  dey  coom. 
Goot  evening,  goot  evening!" 

From  the  very  moment  that  Dorothy  had  entered  the 
hall  she  was  conscious  of  an  atmosphere  of  surpressed  ex- 
citement. 

"Guy,  you  don't  suppose  it's  going  to  be  another  one 
of  those  surprise  parties  of  theirs,  do  you?  " 

"Oh,  no,  but  Dorothy,  you  see  this  is  their  May  Festi- 
val. At  this  event,  they  always  read  the  names  of  those 
people  who  have  done  the  most  in  the  line  of  social  im- 
provement. Now  you  see  they  have  greatly  appreciated 
that  camp-fire  organization  which  you  have  started  so 
don't  be  surprised  if  they  read  your  name.  In  fact,  Dor- 
othy, don't  be  surprised  at  anything  they  may  do  or  say. 
Just  be  game  as  you  always  have  been,  little  girl." 

By  the  time  that  the  program  was  well  started,  Dorothy 
felt  a  need  of  this  advice.  At  the  close  of  the  program 
Mrs.  Von  Stuyl  mounted  the  platform  and  said,  "Vill 
Meester  Sir  Galahad  und  Mees  Veston  please  coom  here?  " 
"Just  be  game,  I  don't  know  what  they  are  going  to 
do,  but  be  ready  for  anything." 

"Mees  Veston  und  Dr.  Brenton,  I  haf  somethings  to 
say  to  you,  in  behalf  of  de  Hospers  Board  of  Education 
und  de  Hospers  Social  Improvement  Society.  I  vish  to 
tell  you  some  very  goot  dings.  Now  ve  haf  been  noticing 
many,  many  nice  dings  but  ve  haf  been  keeping  very  still, 
ya,  but  ve  haf  been  seeing  dings  just  the  same.     Oh,  ya, 
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ya,  ve  haf  been  seeing  many  dings.  Ve  haf  learned  some 
dings  in  dese  last  months.  Ve  know  dat  Meester  Sir  Gala- 
had he  haf  found  his  vommen.  Now  you  haf,  hain't  you, 
Meester  Sir  Galahad?  You  think  Mees  Veston  she  iss  de 
best  vommen  you  ever  saw  already  yet,  don't  you,  don't 
you,  Meester  Sir  Galahad?  " 

"I  do." 

"Ah,  ya,  ve  know  dat  long  vhile  ago  und  ve  know 
somethings  else  too.  Ve  know  dat  Mees  Veston  she  haf 
found  her  man,  ya,  ya,  mine  dear,  you  couldn't  fool  me. 
Ve  haf  knowed  dat  a  long  time.  Now  you  don't  you, 
Mees  Veston?     You  lof  Meester  Sir  Galahad,  eh?  " 

«I_do!     Mrs.  Von  Stuyl." 

"Ah,  ya,  ya,  ya.  Veil,  ve  knowed  it.  Ve  knowed  it. 
Veil,  now,  den  I  haf  somethings  to  dell  you.  In  behalf 
of  de  Hospers  Board  of  Education  und  der  Hospers  Social 
Improvement  Society,  I  vill  gif  you  your  first  vedding 
present.  It  iss  a  hope  shest  und  I  gif  it  to  you  wid  der 
great  lof  of  our  hearts.  No,  no,  it  is  ours  to  dank. 
Everybody  stand  oop  und  sing  de  Good-Night  song." 

It  was  a  cool  afternoon  in  September.  There  were 
few  passengers  on  the  north  bound  local.  A  bride  and 
groom  sat  in  the  rear  of  the  car.  The  brakeman  entered. 
"Hospers,  Hospers  the  next  station,  Hospers!" 

There  must  have  been  something  peculiarly  pleasant 
about  the  sound  for  the  bride  and  groom  both  smiled. 

"Well,  we've  had  a  mighty  fine  time,  but  I'm  glad  we're 
going  back." 

"Yes,  I'm  glad  too,  because  we're  going  to  our  own 
home  and  because  'LOVE  iss  de  very  best  ding  in  de 
vorld'!"  said  the  bride. 

I  heard  the  bells  on  Christmas  Day 
Their  old  familiar  carols  play 
And  wild  and  sweet  the  words  repeat 
Of  peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  men : 

— Longfellow. 
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NEW  YEAR'S  GIFTS 

The  fleet  Old  Year  is  slipping  by 
To  heed  the  call  of  Father  Time. 
The  New  Year  comes  to  take  its  place 
Escorted  by  bell  and  chime. 

It  has  faded  away  into  darkness 
Carrying  toil  and  care 
But  the  New  Year  brings  new  burdens 
For  the  old  and  the  young  to  bear. 

It  brings  the  whistling,  biting  wind 
That  whistles  thru  the  pane. 
The  snowflakes  fall  of  spotless  white 
And  drift  in  the  narrow  lane. 

It  brings  Jack  Frost  so  keen  and  sly 
Who  nips  the  children's  noses 
As  they  come  running  home  from  school 
With  cheeks  as  red  as  roses. 

It  brings  the  Spring  and  Summer 
With  trees  and  buds  anew 
And  countless  joys  and  pleasures 
And  sun,  and  skies  of  blue. 

It  brings  new  life  to  all  the  flowers 
That  they  may  bloom  in  Spring 
And  whisper  a  welcome  to  the  song  birds 
As  their  lays  they  chirpingly  sing. 

Irma  Knapp,  '19. 
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EDITORIAL 

The  early  philosophers  were  always  searching  for  the 
one  permanent  thing  in  the  world.  Finally  Heracleitus 
reached  the  happy  conclusion  through  his  observations 
on  constantly  shifting  nature  that  change  itself  was 
eternal,  that  all  life  and  the  universe  changed.  We  all  cry 
out  occasionally  against  the  monotone  of  our  lives;  but 
they  are  not  monotonous.  They  change  constantly  but 
so  gradual  is  the  change  that  we  are  not  conscious  of  it. 
Suddenly  there  is  a  bigger  shift  and  we  awake  to  the  fact 
that  things  are  not  as  they  were,  but  that  we  have  un- 
knowingly come  upon  a  situation  which  ha.s  new  aspects 
and  fascinating  little  surprises. 

From  very  early  times  the  phenomena  of  change  has 
always  fascinated  man.  There  is  an  awfulness  and  a 
mystery  about  change  even  though  the  emotion  which 
accompanies  it  be  one  of  pleasure.  The  fact  that  yester- 
day things  were  so  and  today  are  different  will  never  fail 
to  have  an  element  of  mystery. 

The  new  year  always  seems  typical  of  change.  It  is 
the  milestone  which  separates  one  group  of  changes  from 
another.  Every  New  Year's  Eve  as  we  wait  for  the  Old 
Year  to  die,  it  is  with  sadness  that  we  let  him  go.  Can 
the  New  Year  with  all  its  promises  ever  be  so  wonderful 
as  this  year  has  been;  this  year  which  is  slipping  with  the 
minutes  until  soon  it  will  live  only  in  memory?  For  just 
a  second  its  seems  that  life  cannot  be  fuller  nor  better 
than  it  has  been,  then  with  a  shout  we  greet  the  New 
Year.  So  far  every  year  has  been  better,  bigger  and  more 
full  of  opportunities,  surely  this  little  New  Year  who  smiles 
as  we  drink  to  his    health  will    beckon  a  store  of  good 
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things  for  each  of  us.     Last  year  was  the  very  best  ever, 
this  year  will  break  that  record. 

SHOP  EARLY 

As  the  big  lion  tramped  fiercely  across  the  snow  he 
stopped  short  when  he  realized  tomorrow  was  Christmas 
and  he  had  not  bought  a  thing  for  his  wife  or  five  chil- 
dren. And  it  was  only  a  day — What  did  they  want  and 
where  could  he  get  it? 

While  he  was  anxiously  pondering  the  question,  he 
suddenly  collided  with  his  friend,  young  black  bear,  whose 
face  was  so  white  he  hardly  recognized  him. 

Forgetting  for  a  moment  his  own  trouble,  he  excitedly 
asked,  "What  in  the  dickens  is  the  matter  anyway  ?" 

"Well,"  exclaimed  the  bear  in  a  low  worried  tone, 
"tomorrow  is  Christmas  and  I  have  not  bought  a  thing 
for  my  sweetheart.  What  shall  I  do?"  And  he  began 
to  pace  up  and  down  the  snow. 

"I  know  she  never  will  speak  to  me  again  if  I  don't 
get  her  something  as  nice  as  Red  Fox  gave  her  last  Christ- 
mas. What  shall  I  do?"  he  exclaimed  anxiously  but 
almost  fiercely. 

"Last  summer,"  he  continued  slowly  but  regretfully, 
"I  heard  her  say  she  would  like  a  manicuring  set  of  real 
ivory.  I  killed  an  elephant  only  a  week  ago  but  I  forgot 
all  about  her  wishes  and  here  it  is  almost  Christmas." 

"Well,"  said  the  lion,  "i  don't  know  what  to  tell  you 
because  I'm  in  the  same  condition.  Come,  I  am  on  my 
way  to  the  council,  let  us  go  and  talk  the  matter  over," 
As  they  approached  the  council  grounds  they  could  see 
the  tiger,  the  owl,  the  squirrels,  yes  and  even  the  timid 
mice  were  there  all  talking  excitedly  and  scratching  their 
heads  thoughtfully.  Even  from  a  distance  they  could 
hear  "Christmas" — "tomorrow" — "my  wife,"  and  "my 
children"  all  in  tones  of  sorrowful  regret.  What  could 
they  do? 

The  lion  immediately  called  the  meeting  to  order  and 
threw  it  open  to  discussion. 
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The  tiger's  wife  wanted  a  new  bed  of  leaves  and  bushes, 
but  he  couldn't  get  them  now  as  they  were  all  covered 
with  ice  and  snow.     What  could  he  do  ? 

One  after  another,  the  animals  arose  and  told  what 
their  families  or  friends  wanted — but  what  they  could 
have  gathered  a  month  or  six  weeks  before  was  all  gone 
and  now  there  were  only  the  left  overs. 

As  they  all  sat  with  bowed  heads  and  sorrowful  faces, 
each  trying  to  solve  the  problem,  the  owl  who  had  been 
quiet  before  began  to  speak. 

"Friends,"  he  said,  "this  year  let  us  go  home  to  our 
friends  and  families  and  tell  them  what  we  have  done  and 
give  them  the  little  things  we  are  able  to  pick  up.  And 
then  next  year  yet  us  all  'Shop  Early  V 

"That's  it,"  exclaimed  the  other  animals  in  unison, 
"let  us  repent  and  next  year  'Shop  Early  V 

Florence  McCloud,  '19. 

THE  MISSION 

Captain  Jim  leaned  over  the  rail  of  the  "Nancy  Jane" 
and  roared,  "Look  out  there!  Look  out!"  But  all  too 
late,  the  crash  came  and  he  saw  two  dark  bodies  strug- 
gling in  the  icy  water  out  of  the  schooner's  path.  Several 
minutes  later  they  stood  dripping  and  shivering  before 
him. 

"Now  why  in  the  name  of  all  the  powers  didn't  you 
watch  out?"  he  demanded  angrily.  "Couldn't  you  hear 
the  fog-horn? " 

'Yes.     We  heard  you  but — " 

"Then  why  didn't  you  look  out  for  yourselves,"  in- 
terrupted the  captain. 

"Because,  if  you  will  allow  me  to  finish,  we  had  no 
oars  with  which  to  guide  our  boat." 

Astonishment  overspread  the  captain's  face.  "That's 
a  pipe  dream.  There's  no  current  that  could  carry  you 
this  far  out  from  shore.  And  you  wouldn't  start  out  in 
a  boat  without  oars  anyway." 
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aWe  didn't  come  out  from  this  shore,  we  were  set 
adrift,  marooned.  «  Could  you  tell  us  where  we  are?  Is 
it  Newfoundland  or  Labrador?  It's  cold  enough  to  be 
either/'  the  spokesman  added  with  a  shiver. 

"Well  it's  a  good  thing  that  you  got  marooned  in  my 
path-way  for  we're  the  last  boat  in  from  the  Newfound- 
land fisheries."  Half  musing,  "It's  a  full  cargo  we're 
bringing  in  this  holiday  season  and  I'll  have  a  right  snug 
sum  to  put  under  Nancy  Jane's  plate  when  she  comes 
home."  Then  arousing  himself,  "Well  since  you've  had 
the  fortune  or  misfortune  of  having  your  boat  wrecked 
by  me,  I'll  have  to  take  you  in  to  port.  Chin  Lu!  Come 
here.  Take  these  two  dripping  men  into  your  galley  and 
bake  them  dry." 

"Now  I  reckon  that  I'll  have  to  take  the  wheel  a  turn 
Jimmie,  or  we'll  ride  down  another  craft." 

The  next  morning  Captain  Jim  Davidson  brought  his 
almost  overloaded  craft  to  port  in  the  harbor  of  a  small 
fishing  village  on  the  coast  of  Maine.  The  entire  male 
population  of  the  town  was  down  at  the  wharf.  Some 
were  busily  engaged  in  overhauling  nets  or  cleaning  fish- 
bins,  others  were  frankly  loafing.  It  was  Christmas 
time  and  according  to  custom,  only  such  work  as  was 
actually  necessary  should  be  engaged  in;  so  why  should 
they  toil?  Besides  there  was  the  fish  money  and  that 
would  be  more  than  enough  to  last  until  spring. 

As  the  "Nancy  Jane"  swung  around  and  a  sailor  threw 
out  the  guy  lines,  a  shout  arose.     "Big  haul  Cap'n  Jim?  " 

"Big  haul,"  echoed  the  captain,  his  mind  was  busily 
engaged  with  two  distinct  things.  Divided  attention 
proved  too  difficult,  so  he  gave  himself  up  to  bringing  the 
"Nancy  Jane"  to  the  wharf,  leaving  all  thoughts  of  his 
chance  passengers  until  some  future  time. 

As  the  sailors  of  the  "Nancy  Jane"  mingled  with  their 
friends,  the  news  of  the  accident  the  night  before  quickly 
spread.  It  has  been  stated  as  a  fact  that  women  started 
gossip.     That  is  a  delusion    without    foundation.      My 
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friends,  rid  yourselves  of  it  at  once.  The  men  started 
gossip  or  else  how  could  those  patient  Eves  of  this  little 
fishing  village  have  known  that  two  strangers  had  come 
on  board  the  "Nancy  Jane"  while  at  sea  and  that  these 
strangers  hinted  at  a  most  mysterious  adventure. 

Joel  Edwards,  a  scrawney  boy  of  about  sixteen,  cabin- 
boy  and  cook's  helper  on  the  "Nancy  Jane, "  swelled  out 
like  a  pouter  pigeon  with  his  sudden  importance.  "Well 
1  didn't  hear  much,"  he  began.  "They  talked  quick  and 
low-like  and  the  boat  rolled  so  1  could  hardly  keep  my 
ear  at  the  key-hole.  But  1  heard  'em  say  'detective'  and 
'explosives'  and  a  'U-boat  set  'em  adrift.'  Wonder  what 
that  is,  I  never  heard  of  a  steamship  line  named  that 
before." 

Can  you  imagine  the  fever  pitch  to  which  curiosity 
arose  when  the  captain  actually  received  those  men  into 
his  home.      It  must  have  been  hard  for  him  to  bring 
strangers  there  when  it  was  so  near  Christmas,  that  time 
of  year  when  Nancy  Jane  came  home  from  New  York 
and  stayed  two  whole  weeks  with  her  parents.     Every  one 
knew  how  he  grudged  to  spare  her  to  grace  a  party,  say- 
ing that  she  had  plenty  of  them  in  New  York.     The  next 
morning  Captain  sent  for  the  doctor  who  returned  from 
the  Davidson  home  with  the  new  that  the  tall  man  was 
ill  with  fever  and  was  delirious.     During  the  days  follow- 
ing, the  doctor,  or  Captain  Jim  as  he  came  down  to  the 
drug  store  for  medicine,  said  he  was  still  the  same.     It 
seemed  strange  that  Captain  should  be  so  worried  over 
this  stranger.     The  station  agent  said  that  Captain  Jim 
and  the  other  man  had  come  to  the  station  late  that 
first  evening  and  had  sent  several  long  and  queer  sound- 
ing messages.     What  they  contained  or  to  whom  they 
were  sent,  he  refused  to  reveal,  adding  mysteriously  that 
he'd  "tell  some  time." 

So  the  men  talked  over  the  unusual  events  sometimes 
on  the  wharf  and  sometimes  at  the  drug  store.  But  to- 
day, the  day  before  Christmas,  they  all  somehow  gravi- 
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tated  towards  the  railroad  station.  Captain  Jim's  daugh- 
ter was  coming  home  that  day.  Perhaps  the  village 
women  wanted  to  hear  how  Nancy  Jane  looked  so  that 
they  might  put  the  finishing  touches  on  their  bonnets 
before  going  to  the  Christmas  tree  in  the  Town  Hall  that 
evening,  but  there  wasn't  a  mother's  son  at  the  station 
who  didn't  wish  to  meet  the  train  for  an  entirely  different 
reason. 

The  train  drew  in,  paused  briefly  and  passed  on 
towards  the  north  leaving  Nancy  Jane  and — two  trunks. 
Two  trunks,  and  Nancy  Jane  had  never  before  brought 
more  than  a  suit  case.  And  Nancy  Jane  herself  looked 
strange,  there  was  a  worried  expression  about  her  eyes. 
She  slipped  away  with  her  father,  leaving  the  on-lookers 
with  a  hazy  impression  of  a  small  hat  and  fly-away  veil, 
the  description  of  which  greatly  puzzled  the  feminine 
population  of  the  village. 

Captain  Jim  accompanied  the  doctor  down  to  the  drug 
store  after  his  morning  visit  at  the  Davidson  home  and 
said  he  guessed  Nancy  would  stay  home  awhile  but  he 
didn't  seem  very  much  pleased.  The  old  doctor,  how- 
ever, rubbed  his  hands  complacently  before  the  red-hot 
"hot-blast"  and  said  he  guessed  his  patient  would  recover 
now  that  he  wanted  to.  After  a  sip  or  two  of  apricot 
brandy,  a  cordial  with  which  he  occasionally  warmed  his 
sluggish  blood  on  cold  days,  he  said,  "Nancy  Jane's  been 
down  in  New  York  for  four  years  trying  to  find  her  life- 
work  and  she  came  back  home  to  find  it  waiting  on  her 
father's  doorstep.  Not  that  she  was  looking  for  that  par- 
ticular type  of  lifework,"  he  added  with  a  smile.  How 
everyone  itched  to  know  all  that  was  hidden  behind  the 
old  doctor's  kindly,  reminiscent  smile.  As  he  sat  there 
behind  the  stove,  there  passed  before  his  inner  eye  the 
repetition  of  the  events  of  the  last  few  hours.  He  had  been 
slightly  puzzled  at  the  sight  of  Nancy's  troubled  face 
when  she  entered  the  living  room  still  clinging  to  her 
mother's  arm.      But    when    she  saw   Mr.   Worthington 
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quietly  talking  to  her  father,  who  had  preceded  her  bear- 
ing a  suit-case,  she  had  turned  ghastly  pale.  "How  did 
you  come  here?"  "Where  is  Jack?"  These  questions 
followed  each  other  in  quick  succession. 

"Here."  Mr.  Worthington  chose  only  to  answer  the 
last. 

"Is  Jack  the  sick  man  father  spoke  of  as  we  were  com- 
ing home?"  The  old  doctor  smiled  again,  he  was  no 
longer  puzzled.  The  troubled  look  was  gone  and  another 
quite  different  had  taken  its  place. 

That  afternoon  while  Jack  was  sleeping  a  happy  life- 
giving  sleep,  Mr.  Worthington  told  Nancy  Jane  some 
interesting  facts  which  even  the  old  doctor  would  never 
know.  Facts  which  he  as  an  agent  of  the  Secret  Service 
really  should  not  have  revealed  to  Nancy  at  all. 

"You  see,  Miss  Nancy,"  he  began.  "Jack  was  willing 
to  help  me  out  in  a  little  scheme  and  I  needed  him  badly. 
You  read  in  the  papers  of  the  new  U-boat  which  appeared 
in  the  harbor  loaded  with  chemicals,  didn't  you?"  She 
nodded.  "Well  we  have  felt  for  some  time  that  the 
Germans  brought  with  them  other  things  than  chemicals. 
Jack  and  I  stumbled  upon  that  thing,  which  was  a  mighty 
valuable  bit  of  information.  The  real  cargo  of  that  sub- 
marine was  a  message  from  the  Prussian  monarch  to  de- 
stroy six  of  our  largest  ammunition  factories  tonight,  this 
very  Christmas  Eve.  Thanks  to  Providence  that  plan 
will  never  be  executed  now.  Before  we  could  report  they 
found  out.  Oh,  they  are  clever,  ducedly  clever  for  they 
got  us  overpowered  somehow  into  that  submarine  and 
were  out  at  sea  with  us. 

"The  captain  disliked  to  kill  us  on  that  boat  and  very 
kind-heartedly  decided  to  leave  that  to  the  elements. 
Somewhere  along  the  Maine  coast  he  set  us  adrift  in  a 
small  boat  without  oars  or  foods,  it  is  not  a  custom  with 
us/  he  said  in  parting,  'but  I  know  you  will  not  live  to 
suffer  long  or  to  use  the  information  which  you  so  cleverly 
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gained.'     If  he  is  now  living  he  will  attribute  the  failure 
of  the  plan  to  another  cause,  perhaps. " 

He  paused  again  and  silently  watched  the  crackling  fire. 
Then,  "Providence  or  was  it  fate  that  threw  us  into  the 
course  of  the  "Nancy  Jane'.' 

Captain  Jim  followed  his  wife  into  the  living  room. 
"Nancy,"  he  said,  "are  you  goin'  down  to  see  the  Christ- 
mas exercises  this  evening?  You  know  that  this  is  Christ- 
mas Eve,"  he  added  with  a  twinkle  in  his  eyes.  Like  the 
old  doctor  he  too  had  noticed  the  quick  change  that  passed 
over  Nancy's  face.  He  was  glad  now  that  he  had  kept 
his  promise  to  Mr.  Worthington  even  though  it  had  re- 
quired Spartan  determination. 

"I  think,"  she  said  slowly,  "that  I  should  rather  remain 
here.     I  wish  to  talk  to  Jack." 

Mr.  Worthington  leaned  back  in  his  chair  with  a  sigh 
of  relief.     His  second  mission  was  accomplished. 

And  that  Christmas  at  Captain  Jim's  home  there  was 
peace  and  good  will  towards  men. 

LaVone  Patrick,  1917. 

CHRISTMAS  SKETCHES 
CHRISTMAS  EVE 

Grandmother  Williams  tiptoed  about  the  kitchen,  hur- 
riedly putting  to  rights  her  small  domain.  The  white 
Swiss  curtains  in  their  starched  primness,  the  shiny  black 
of  the  cook  stove,  together  with  the  sparkle  of  grand- 
mother's black  eyes  fairly  shouted — Christmas  Eve.  She 
gave  the  pancake  batter  one  last  vigorous  beat  and  set 
the  large  blue  crock,  which  had  seen  years  of  such  service, 
before  the  stove.  Then  she  listened  intently.  Yes,  those 
precious  babies  were  still  asleep,  and  smiling  she  resumed 
her  tasks.  Grandmother  Williams  was  not  accustomed 
to  having  two  youngsters  left  asleep  in  her  guest  room 
and  she  was  distinctly  conscious  of  their  presence.     The 
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yellow  lamp  light  fell  upon  the  bare  floor,  scrubbed  until 
it  fairly  shone,  revealing  the  hollow,  before  the  door,  worn 
there  by  the  tramp  of  many  feet. 

Her  work  finished,  grandmother  turned  down  the 
wick  of  the  lamp  and  went  into  the  sitting  room  where 
Pa  Williams  sat  smoking  before  the  open  grate,  the  last 
number  of  the  "Farm  Journal"  sprawled  across  his  knee. 
She  listened  again  at  the  stairway  then  glanced  up  at  the 
clock  ticking  away  in  true  holiday  spirit  from  the  mantle. 

"Land  sakes,  pa,  why  don't  those  children  come?  Here 
it's  goin'  on  eleven  and  I  know  that  entertainment  must 
be  over  by  now." 

She  had  no  sooner  spoken  that  there  came  the  far 
away  jingle  of  sleigh  bells.  Grandmother  hastily  arose 
and  passing  thru  the  hall  opened  the  front  door.  A  gust 
of  cold  air  rushed  in  nearly  taking  her  breath.  She  could 
hear  the  bells  distinctly  now  and  above  their  merry  sound 
the  chatter  of  voices  broken  now  and  then  by  a  hearty 
laugh.  The  huge  bob  drew  up  before  the  house  and  stop- 
ped. From  its  straw  filled  depths  emerged  the  figures  of 
the  Williams'  sons  and  daughters,  who  greeted  the  figure 
silhoutted  against  the  lighted  doorway.  Dick  came  first 
bearing  in  his  arms  his  six  year  old  son,  fast  asleep. 

"Why  mother,  you  up  yet!" 

Then  Elizabeth,  her  cheeks  pink  and  her  eyes  shining, 
clasped  her  mother  about  her  neck,  asking: 

"Has  the  baby  cried  for  me? " 

They  trooped  into  the  sitting  room  pulling  off  heavy 
coats  and  caps  and  began  telling  of  the  entertainment. 

Charlotte,  Dick's  wife,  sat  before  the  fire  trying  to 
remove  the  coat  from  her  son  without  waking  him,  the 
task  made  more  difficult  by  the  fact  that  he  held  clasped 
in  his  little  fist  a  sticky  bag  filled  with  the  "Christmas 
treat." 

John,  who  was  just  twenty-five  and  single,  was  pulling 
the  curls  of  his  brother's  little  daughter. 

"Mother,  aren't  we  going  to  get  anything  to  eat,  I'm 

98 


W&t  College  Greeting* 


famished?  Come  on  Betty  I  know  where  the  cookie  jar 
is."    And  together  they  departed  kitchen-ward. 

"Now  children,"  said  grandma,  "get  off  to  bed  as  soon 
as  you  can  so's  these  blessed  youngsters  can  get  to  sleep 
before  Santa  Glaus  comes." 

At  the  mention  of  those  magic  words  little  Robert 
awoke  with  a  start.  He  slid  down  from  his  mother's  lap 
and  joined  Dick  and  Betty  who  had  returned  from  their 
cookie  quest  and  with  Pa  Williams'  help  were  hanging 
their  stockings  to  the  mantle  edge. 

In  fifteen  minutes  the  sitting  room  was  quiet.  The 
room  was  dark  except  for  the  fire  light  and  from  the 
mantle  hung  five  pair  of  stockings.  A  pair  of  tiny  white 
ones  hung  at  either  end  and  between  were  those  of  Betty 
and  Robert.  Dick,  in  spite  of  his  brother's  and  sister's 
teasing,  had  hung  his  in  the  very  middle,  for  fear  "Old, 
Cris"  would  miss  them,  he  said. 

Grandmother  and  grandfather  stood  before  the  fire, 
hands  clasped  and  eyes  dim  with  the  memories  of  the 
time  when  little  Dick's,  Elizabeth's,  and  John's  stockings 
had  hung  from  that  same  mantle.  There  was  a  click  and 
an  asthmatic  wheeze  and  the  old  clock  began  to  strike. 

"Land  sakes,  pa,  if  it  ain't  twelve  o'clock,  if  we  don't 
get  to  be  we  just  never  will  get  up  in  the  morning." 

Feme  Parrott. 

CHRISTMAS  MORNING 

"Wobert — you're  jus'  howid!  You're  bwreakin'  my 
new  baby  cawridge  and  I'll  tell  Daddy!  Oh — Da — addy!" 
"What  the—,"  and  "Daddy"  rolls  out  of  bed  (the 
wrong  side  naturally),  dons  a  wooly  bathrobe  of  uncer- 
tain hue,  and  uttering  words  that  Webster  forgot  to  put 
in  his  dictionary,  prepares  to  descend  upon  the  unsuspect- 
ing cherubs  like  Jove  in  all  his  wrath  and  majesty.  "Mrs. 
Jove,"   however,    rousing  from   her   peaceful   slumbers, 
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sleepily  implores  him  to  be  gentle  and  remember  that 
Christmas  comes  only  once  a  year. 

"Joseph,  dear,  remember  when  you  were  young.  The 
little  dears!  They  are  only  rejoicing  over  their  Christmas 
gifts.  You  rember  how  it  was  yourself  when  you  were 
young  !" 

"Don't  bring  up  unpleasant  memories,  Mary.  A  man 
at  fifty  hasn't  his  foot  in  the  grave,  tho'  he  may  be  sorely 
harrassed  by  eternal  femenism." 

"Oh,  Joseph,  dear,  I  mean — ." 

But  that  worthy  gentleman  had  already  alighted  for 
the  scene  of  action,  where  little  sister  was  trying  to  pull 
a  baby  carriage  away  from  young  America,  who  was 
using  the  foresaid  article  as  a  conveyance  to  haul  his 
building  blocks  from  place  to  place. 

"Daddy— Wobert  bweakin'  my  cawridge  and  won't 
let  me  put  my  dolls  in  it,  and  he  has  a  'spwess  wagon 
too." 

"Well  say  (Daddy's  voice  denoting  supressed(?) 
rage) — what  time  do  you  think  we  generally  perambu- 
late in  this  house?  Not  at  6  a.  m.  I  hope.  You  kids  are 
the  limit  waking  up  a  respectable  household  at  this  time 
of  night. 

"But  Dad,  it's  Christmas  morning.  Even  Jane  is  up, 
tearing  her  hair  because 'she  got  a  blue  sash  with  pink  roses 
on  it  instead  of  a  yellow  sash  with  blue  butterflies  on  it, 
or  something  of  that  sort." 

And  as  the  precocious  ten  year  old  son  and  heir  of  the 
family  was  airing  this  knowledge,  in  walked  the  lady  in 
question,  her  nose  and  chin  more  slightly  pointed  than 
usual. 

Daddy  spoke — 

"Jane,  what's  this  I  hear  about  you  not  appreciating 
the  present  your  friends  see  fit  to  give  you?  The  idea 
of  a  fifteen  year  old  girl  getting  up  in  the  middle  of  the 
night  to  fight  over  a  sash — (exit  Jane,  also  denoting  sup- 
pressed rage). 
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"And  Robert,  you're  an  overbearing  youngster  not  fit 
to  have  building  blocks  to  wheel  in  your  sister's  carriage, 
and  as  for  little  sister,  she  ought  to  be  in  bed  asleep.  It's 
queer  you  can't  realize  there  are  a  few  in  the  house  who 
might  like  to  sleep.  Thank  heavens!  Christmas  comes 
only  once  a  year." 

And— -having  laid  his  three  offsprings  flat,  the  master 
of  this  pacific  abode,  retires  to  the  upper  regions,  to 
recontinue  his  slumbers,  which  much  to  his  disgust,  do 
not  come.  And  he  does  not  fully  recover  from  the  effects 
of  the  morning  until  he  has  been  properly  and  politely 
presented  with  a  box  of  Havanas  tied  up  in  white  tissue 
paper  with  Red  Cross  seals. 

(P.  S. — Could  anything  be  fore  up-to-date? ) 

Frances  Sconce,  '20. 


CHRISTMAS  NIGHT 

It  was  bitter  cold  in  Oshkosh,  a  fact  which  will  not 
make  a  great  deal  of  difference  as  this  scene  was  laid  in 
Briggsville,  the  well  known  metropolis  with  its  four  hun- 
dred successful  inhabitants.  Every  citizen  felt  the  dis- 
tinction and  responsibility  of  being  one  of  the  Four 
Hundred.  Ecoutez-rnoi !  It  was  Christmas  night  in  Briggs- 
ville! Good  ole'  Christmas  night  with  the  usual  crisp-air- 
and-thick-blanket-of-snow  effect. 

You  know  Briggsville,  being  a  social  center,  always 
celebrates  with  due  form  all  the  red  letter  days  of  the 
calendar,  but  the  social  season  sort  of  reaches  its  climax 
on  Christmas  night.  You  may  readily  understand  this 
when  you  recollect  that  this  is  the  night  when  the  church, 
the  big  factor  in  the  promotion  of  all  entertainments  in 
a  city  of  this  size,  has  its  Christmas  tree  and  presents. 
On  this  occasion  at  least,  all  Briggsville  is  drawn  together, 
for  whether  you  are  one  of  the  flock  or  not  you  feel  at 
liberty  to  go  and  get  your  share  of  the  Christmas  tree 
bounty.     Can  not  even  you  of  little  experience  in  the 
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real  thrillers  of  life  realize  the  ecstasy  of  going  and  sitting 
thru  the  entertainment  in  agreeable  expectation  of  the 
gift  you  are  to  receive,  even  tho  you  have  drawn  a 
beautifully  decorated  copy  of  the  Twenty-third  Psalm 
three  years  in  succession? 

The  crowd  which  had  congregated  for  the  entertain- 
ment after  a  long  day  of  feasting  and  merry-making 
seemed  unusually  gleeful  in  its  stodgy  anticipation.  The 
giggles  and  mumurings  ceased  when  Mr.  Jiggins,  the 
esteemed  superintendent,  ascended  the  platform  to  make 
the  opening  address.  He  was  a  rotund,  red  faced  little 
man  somewhere  between  thirty  and  seventy.  After  having 
said  something  in  general  and  nothing  in  particular,  Jig- 
gins  sat  down  and  the  Rev.  Mr.  Prosper  Andgrowfat  rose 
and  spoke  to  his  flock.  He  waxed  eloquent  over  the  true 
spirit  of  giving,  yet  was  this  a  propitious  time  to  speak  of 
the  wordliness  of  material  giving? 

An  exhibition  of  the  promising  youth  of  Briggsville  con- 
stituted the  rest  of  the  program.  Clarabelle  Mehitable 
Schuppenheimer  with  her  yellow  shingle-like  curls  was 
just  too  cunnin'  when  she  spoke  the  "Night  Before  Christ- 
mas" in  that  delightful  monotone  of  seven  years.  Willie 
Jones,  when  it  came  his  turn,  sat  choking  violently  over 
an  all-day  sucker  and  had  to  be  excused.  (That  is  the 
audience  excused  him — Willie's  mamma  was  awfully  up- 
set.) Then  there  were  several  of  those  little  relay  exer- 
cises in  expression.  Those  are  always  such  sport  because 
you  have  to  be  very  clever  to  figure  out  from  which  tal- 
ented infant  the  meaningless  murmur  is  issuing. 

At  last  the  unveiling  of  the  lighted  tree!  A  ten-foot 
monstrosity  festooned  with  strings  of  popcorn  and  glisten- 
ing tinseled  balls,  and  laden  with  innumerable  alluring 
little  packages.  Mrs.  Jiggins,  head  of  the  Infant  Depart- 
ment, handed  out  the  presents.  The  ensuing  confusion 
involving  many  little  surprises,  pleasant  and  otherwise,  can 
not  be  sketched.  In  twenty  minutes  the  tree  was  stripped 
and  with  few  exceptions  everyone  wore  a  look  of  good 
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will  and  satisfaction.  Mrs.  Jiggins  with  her  hat  awry  and 
a  strip  of  red  traletan  clinging  to  her  sleeve  looked  a 
little  the  worse  for  wear. 

Isn't  Christmas  night  jolly  in  Briggsville?  Could  any- 
one help  but  feel  the  worthwhileness  of  life  as  he  carries 
home  his  five-cent  pen-wiper  from  the  top  branch  of  the 
Christmas  tree? 

Margrette  Hostetler,  '20. 

THE  OBSERVATION  OF  CHRISTMAS 

There  is  no  day  in  the  entire  year  which  is  as  universally 
welcomed  as  Christmas.  Why?  Because  it  is  the  birth- 
day of  our  Savior.  To  all  Christian  nations  the  observa- 
tion of  this  day  has  a  depth  of  meaning.  What  a  host  of 
images  the  very  word  brings  up  before  us!  We  think  of 
the  early  morning  carol  singers  who  welcome  the  ap- 
proach of  day  with  joyous  song,  of  the  beautiful  churches 
decorated  with  holly  and  green,  of  the  feasting  and  merry- 
making and  the  giving  and  receiving  of  gifts.  Self  is  for- 
gotten in  the  joy  of  giving.  It  is  a  time  when  loved  ones 
meet  and  the  family  circle  is  re-united. 

From  the  time  of  its  origin,  Christmas  has  always  been 
observed  more  or  less  by  all  nations  in  the  exchanging  of 
gifts.  For  many  years  the  receiving  of  gifts  was  empha- 
sized to  a  much  greater  degree  than  the  giving  of  gifts. 
However,  the  Christian  people  of  today  are  beginning  to 
have  a  different  conception  of  the  way  in  which  this  day 
should  be  observed. 

When  our  friends  have  a  birthday  it  is  popular  custom 
to  remember  them  by  a  gift.  Why,  then,  should  we  not 
follow  this  custom  in  the  celebration  of  the  birth  of  the 
Greatest  Friend? 

The  practical-minded  person  might  be  tempted  to  ask, 
"Yes,  but  in  just  what  way  can  we  do  it?  " 

There  are  three  principal  ways.     We  may  honor  Him 
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by  giving  ourselves,  our  service  and  our  substance. 
Many  people  give  their  substance  toward  helping  the 
poor  and  friendless,  yet  substance  without  self  is  prac- 
tically valueless  in  the  Master's  sight.  The  greatest  gift 
we  can  possibly  bestow  is  our  self,  wholly  surrendered 
unto  Him.  Service  comes  as  a  natural  result  of  the  giv- 
ing of  self.  Then  and  only  then  can  we  be  used  by  the 
Savior  toward  fulfilling  His  mission  here  on  earth. 

Helen  Du  Bois,  '20. 

GREETINGS  CALENDAR. 

Nov.  21.  To  our  great  sorrow  our  Student  President, 
Helen  De  Witt,  has  been  forced,  on  account  of  ill  health, 
to  give  up  her  school  work. 

Nov.  24.  Dr.  Abby  Virginia  Holmes  of  Omaha,  Neb., 
has  been  the  guest  of  Miss  Mothershead  for  several  days. 
Dr.  Holmes,  who  is  a  lecturer  for  the  National  Y.  W.  C. 
A.,  gave  us  a  number  of  very  interesting  lectures  Qn 
"Hygiene." 

Nov.  25.  A  banquet  given  by  the  Juniors  to  the  Sen- 
ors  was  held  at  Colonial  Inn  at  6:30  p.  m.  A  program 
followed  the  banquet. 

Nov.  26.  Everyone  enjoyed  the  Thanksgiving  Y.  W. 
C.  A.  service  which  has  led  by  Phyllis  Wilkinson.  Several 
of  the  girls  responded  with  Thanksgiving  thoughts.  Our 
Glee  Club  sang  also. 

Nov.  29.  By  the  excitement  and  the  number  of  old 
girls  here  we  know  that  somthing  special  is  coming  this 
week.  M^ff 

Nov.  30.  An  ideal  Thanksgiving  day!  Yes,  we  Fresh- 
men knew  that  it  was  Thanksgiving  for  we  were  so 
thankful  when  the  finishing  touches  had  been  given  to  the 
flowers,  candles  and  decorations.  In  the  evening  we 
had  another  real  "movie"  in  the  social  room. 

Dec.  2.     The  annual  Phi  Nu  banquet  at  Colonial  Inn. 

Dec.  3.     Norma  Perbix  led  a  very  interesting  service 
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of  the  Christian  Association.  The  meeting  was  open  and 
a  number  of  girls  spoke. 

Dec.  6.     The  Ensemble  Class  gave  a  recital  in  Music 

Dec.  8.  Student  mass  meeting.  Norma  Perbix  was 
elected  Vice-President  of  the  Students'  Association. 

Dec.  9.  The  Christian  Association  held  its  annual 
Christmas  Bazaar. 

Dec.  13.  Dr.  Heller  from  Washington  University 
lectured  on  'The  Convictions  of  Bernard  Shaw." 

Dec.  14.  Mrs.  Rosalind  M.  Day  gave  a  delightful 
violin  recital  in  Music  Hall. 

Dec.  16.  The  Seniors  entertained  the  Sophomores  at 
a  Christmas  party.  The  Freshmen  were  entertained  by 
Miss  Mary  Anderson  and  Miss  Benson. 

Dec.  17.  Vesper  service  in  Music  Hall  at  4:30.  The 
Madrigal  Club  gave  a  Christmas  cantata. 

Dec.  18.  The  Dramatic  Club  presented  "The  Cricket 
on  the  Hearth. " 

ALUMNAE  NOTES 

A  large  number  of  alumnae  and  former  students  were 
guests  at  the  college  for  Thanksgiving.  Among  those 
present  were:  Inez  Freeman,  Helena  Munson  M5,  Irene 
Crum  '15,  Frieda  Sidell  ex.  MS,  Celia  Cathcart  ex.  MS, 
Edna  Robb  M6,  Ola  Wendell  M6,  Alma  Harmel  M6, 
Margaret  Coultas  M6,  Helen  McGee  M6,  Helen  Ost  M6, 
Winifred  Robinson  ex.  M7,  Margaret  Slatten  ex.  M8, 
Nellie  Lindley  ex.  M9. 

Anne  Marshall  M3,  who  is  head  of  the  English  depart- 
ment at  the  Liggett  School  in  Detroit,  Mich.,  visited  Miss 
Neville  on  Dec.  16. 

An  announcement  has  been  received  of  the  birth  of  a 
son,  Robert  Weber,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bert  Fairchild  on 
Nov.  15.     Mrs.  Fairchild  was  formerly  Barbara  Weber. 

Edith  Mitten  ,ex.  '07,  wa^  a  guest  at  the  college  on 
Nov.  25. 
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Hazel  Hamilton,  ex.  '16,  is  attending  the  Gem  City 
Business  College  at  Quincy,  111. 

The  marriage  of  Emma  Bullard  '04,  to  Mr.  Charles 
Clark  Ellington  occurred  on  Nov.  15  at  Mechanicsburg, 
111. 

Announcement  of  the  marriage  of  Vera  Teachout,  ex. 
M9,  to  Mr.  Herschel  Thurber  on  June  7  has  been  received. 
They  are  at  home  in  Chatfield,  Minn. 
Hall  at  4:30. 


STUDENTS'  ASSOCIATION. 

A  great  loss  has  come  this  month  to  the  student  body  in 
the  resignation  of  our  president,  Helen  DeWitt.  We  have 
had  in  her  a  competent  leader,  one  who  has  given  herself 
tirelessly  to  us  and  our  government.  We  are  to  be  con- 
gratulated, however,  upon  having  a  girl  as  strong  and 
experienced  in  student  problems  as  Johanna  Onken  to 
step  into  her  place.  With  Norma  Perbix  as  vice-president 
we  have  no  lack  of  ability  in  the  new  regime,  so  that  there 
need  not  be  any  break  in  affairs  if  we  individually  ally 
ourselves  with  the  right  side.  G.  H.,  '17. 

WHAT  OTHER  COLLEGES  ARE  DOING 

The  forty-first  annual  contest  of  the  Illinois  Intercol- 
legiate Oratorical  Association  .  was  given  under  the 
auspices  of  Knox  College  Nov.  10,  1916.  The  decision 
rendered  gave  Knox  first  place,  Monmouth  second,  and 
Illinois  third.    Six  colleges  participated. 

Of  the  many  colleges  that  have  joined  in  the  campaign 
to  raise  funds  for  student  prisoners  in  Europe,  we  find  that 
State  University  of  Iowa  has  pledged  $1,800,  Coe  $1,200, 
Cornell  (Iowa)  $2,000,  Simpson  $1,100,  Beloit  $1,000, 
and  Monmouth  $1,100. 

Congratulations  to  Augustana!  The  Augustana 
"James"  is  to  receive  official  recognition  Dec.  16. 
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CATHLEEN  NI  HOULIHAN 

During  the  recent  years  there  has  been  great  interest 
shown  in  the  formation  of  an  Irish  national  literature. 
The  heroic  legends  and  the  Irish  folk-lore  have  been  set 
to  verse  and*  have  been  told  in  prose.  The  dramas  of 
Lady  Gregory,  Yeats,  and  Synge  have  been  staged  in 
America  not  merely  to  arouse  sympathy,  but  also  to 
create  an  interest  in  Irish  literature.  Yeats'  drama, 
"Cathleen  ni  Houlihan,"  portrays  to  us  the  history,  the 
landscape  of  Ireland,  and  the  temperament  of  her  people. 

The  peasant  home  of  Peter  and  Bridget  Gillane  is  in 
readiness  for  the  bride  who  is  to  enter  it  on  the  morrow, 
for  that  is  the  wedding  day  of  their  eldest  son,  Michael, 
and  Delia  Cahel.  The  motherly  Bridget  cannot  keep  her 
hands  off  the  wedding  garments,  and  as  she  pulls  the 
seams  and  tries  the  lining,  she  gives  the  clothes  the  final 
touches.  The  father  sits  in  the  chimney  corner,  weighing 
the  money  that  is  given  with  the  bride  and  he  honestly 
confesses,  that  although  he  did  have  some  trouble  in  ob- 
taining the  money  from  Delia's  father,  it  was  well  worth 
his  while  since  he  will  now  be  able  to  buy  the  adjoining 
ten  acres  of  land.  Patrick,  a  younger  brother,  gazes  with 
open-mouthed  wonder,  now  at  the  money,  now  at  the 
wedding  clothes,  and  now  at  Michael. 

The  sound  of  cheering  breaks  in  upon  this  peaceful 
country  home.  When  Michael  goes  to  the  door  to  in- 
quire the  cause,  he  sees  nothing  but  an  old  woman  dressed 
in  black  coming  up  the  lane.  Peter  at  once  hides  the 
money  bags  and  Michael  shudders,  for  he  thinks  it  an  ill- 
omen  that  a  stranger  should  enter  his  home  the  night 
before  his  wedding.  The  old  woman  enters  and  we 
recognize  her  as  Ireland,  as  Cathleen  ni  Houlihan,  who  is 
wandering  about  because  there  are  "too  many  strangers 
in  the  house,"  and  because  her  "four  beautiful  fields" 
have  been  taken  away.  When  there  is  trouble  she  must 
be  talking  to  her  friends.     Michael  draws  nearer  and  be- 
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comes  interested  in  the  story  that  she  tells  of  the  many 
who  have  died  for  love  of  her.  She  is  not  satisfied  with 
food,  drink,  or  silver,  but  if  any  would  help  her  he  must 
give  himself  to  her,  he  must  give  all  to  her.  Still  the  old 
woman  has  hopes  of  putting  the  strangers  out  of  the 
house  and  of  regaining  her  beautiful  fields.  She  leaves  the 
home  of  Peter  in  order  to  welcome  her  friends  and 
neighbors  who  have  gathered  together.  Although  she  has 
told  Michael  of  the  horrors  of  war,  he  follows  her  in 
spite  of  the  pleadings  of  Delia,  his  bride.  Cathleen  ni 
Houlihan  goes  down  the  path  not  the  old  woman  who  had 
entered  but  a  young  girl,  with  the  walk  of  a  queen. 

To  those  who  read  "Cathleen  ni  Houlihan,"  it  may 
seem  little  more  than  an  allegory  but  seen  on  the  stage 
it  makes  one  feel  the  deep  humanity  of  the  sacrifices  of 
Michael  Gillane,  who  sacrificed  all  for  Cathleen  ni  Houli- 
han, for  his  country. 

Norma  Perbix. 


108 


ciiiiiiiiiiuiimiiiiiiiiiiiniiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiuiuii iiiiiiiiiHiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiHiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii«iiiiiiiii»«iiiiiiHnniMiiiiMiiiiiiHiiHiiiii»tt^ 

I  I  ASk 

I   Want 

I       Cut  Flowers 

1  From 

Joseph  Heinl  &  Sons 

1  W.  State  St.    Both  Phones 


COLLEGE  GIRLS 


We  handle  a  fine  line  of  Stationery  and  Writing  Ma- 
terials, also  Waterrnans  Ideal  Fountain  Pens  and 
Iyoose  Leaf  Note  Books.  :  :  :  :  : 


Lane's  Book  Store 


West  State  Stree 


Floretli  «&  Co. 


Leaders  In  Everything  New  In 
Millinery,  Coats  for  Ladies,  Misses 
and  Children,    Dress  Goods,  Silk* 

At   L,o west  Possible    Prices    For    Cash 


Try  the  Box 

Do  you  want  something  to  go  into  next  years'  Hand  Book?  There 
is  a  box  in  the  Students'  Association  Office. 

You  know  a  good  suggestion  or  a  good  complaint  is  the  first  step 
toward  what  you  want. 

Bring  your  suggestions  and  complaints,-— The  box  is  waiting. 


IDEAL  BREAD 

is  Better 
so  are  the  Cakes 


Gay's   Reliable 
HARDWARE 
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Srt* 
Concern 


frittta,  f  ublta^rB,   g>tatu«ter0 


ENGRAVED  CARDS 

ARTISTIC  PROGRAMS 
FOR  SPECIAL  OCCASIONS 


/yt^* 


.  : 


The  Store  For 

Dress  Goods,  Silks 

The  Home  of 

Pictorial  Reivew  Patterns 


MATHIS,    KAMM  and  SHIBE  | 

SAY  | 

At   your  service  with    stylish    shoes   for  any  occasion. 
No  54  North  Side  Square 


The  Dvml&p 

A  Hotel  that  Appeals  to  Women 

AMERICAN 


You  will  find 

Best  in  the  Market 

in  both 

I  Groceries  and  Meats 

at  the  store  of 

JW.  E.  BOSTON 

|     College  Ave.  and  Hardin  Ave. 


I.  W.  C.  RINGS  I 

In   GOLD   and  SILVER  I 


Repairing  of  all  Kinds 
Promptly  and  Carefully 
Executed.  :  : 


Russell  &  Thompson 

JEWELERS.     W.    Side  Square    | 
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Music  Hall  Main  Building 

Erected  1906  Erected  1860 


Extension 
Erected  1902 


Harker  Hall 
Erected  1909 


ILLINOIS    WOMAN'S   COLLEGE 


College  of  Liberal  Arts 
College  of  Music 
School  of  Fine  Arts 
School  of  Expression 
School  of  Home  Economics 
A  Standard  College 

Regular  college  courses  leading  to  Bachelor's 
degree.  Pre-eminently  a  Christian  college  with  every 
facility  for  thorough  work.  Located  in  the  Middle 
West,  in  a  beautiful,  dignified,  old  college  town,  not- 
ed ror  its  literary  and  music  atmosphere. 

Let  us  have  names  of  your  friends  who  are 
looking  for  a  good  college. 

Call  or  address,  Registrar, 

ILLINOIS  WOMAN'S  COLLEGE 

Jacksonville,  Illinois 
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HOPPER  &  SON     I 
Footwear  for  Young  [ 

People 

Large  assortment  of  footwear  1 
appropriate  for  each  and 
every  occasion 

WE  REPAIR  SHOES      I 


|  Grand   Opera   House 

Harold  J.  Johnson,  Manager 

High  Class  Vaudeville 
and  Pictures 
|    4  piece  orchestra  afternoon  and  evening 

!   A  Big  Special    Feature   every 
Monday 
Triangle  Pictures 

I      Prices  5  and  10  cents 


Walker's  Grocery  I 

The  store  where  you  will  find       1 

5 

lots  of  good  things  to  eat 

Fruits- Candies- Pickles  | 

s 
Home-made  Cakes,  Cookies,  1 
Potato  Chips,  Etc.  Etc. 

205  East  Morgan  St.       Both  Phones.  | 


"I  have  always  thot  of  Christmas  time,  as  a  good  time, 
a  kind  forgiving  charitable  pleasant  time." 

— Dickens. 


At  Your  Service 

The  Armstrong 

Drug  Stores 

Quality  Stores 

S.  W.  Corner  Sq.  235  E.  State  St. 

Jacksonville,  III. 
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H.  J.  and  L.  M.  Smith 

Millinery 

Needlecraft 

Corsets 

Ladies'   Hosiery 

South  Side  Square 


#tto 


pert) 

portraiture  tip  ^Pfjotograpfjp 

&outf)toe£t  Comer  Square 


SECRETARY 

$fjotograpf)er'£  Association  of  SUinoia 

£toarbeb  &>ilber  ifflebal  for  Some  portraiture 

at  Minoitf  &tate  Contention  1914 


Dr.  G.  H.  Stacy 

(M.  D.  Northwestern  University) 
703  Ayers  Bank  Building 

II  to  I ;  2  to  4  and  by 
Appointment. 

Telephones:     Illinois    1335,    Bell 
435,  Residence,  Illinois  1334. 


When  Hungry  Visit 

CANNON'S 
Lunch  Room 

East  of  College 

Best  service   to  College 
Girls 


"Alius  Christmas  there;  but  here 
Christmas  comes  but  onct  a  year." 


— Riley. 


I.M.Bunce&Co. 
PRINTING 

OF  ALL  KINDS 


\   Plain    China    for    Decorating 


All  the  faculty,  students  and  friends 
of  the  college  should  have  a  check- 
ing or  savings  account  with 

F.  G.  FarrcII  &  Co. 

Bankers 

E.  E.  Farrell  -  President 

E.  E.  Crabtree  -  V.  President 

H.  H.  Potter  -  Cashier  | 

M.  W,  Osborne  -  Asst.  Cashier  1 
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Different  Poses 

Reveal  many  varying  expressions.  Why  not  make 
an  appointment  and  have  some  NATURAL 
PORTRAITS  in  a  number  of  different  poses 

floHenbroR  &  HcCuHough 
Photographers 

W.  State  St.    Illinois  Phone  808 


C.  J.  Dcppe  &  Co. 

Known  for  Ready-to-Wear  and 
Popular  Priced  Dry  Goods 


City  Steam 
Gleaning  and 
Dyeing  Works 

208  East  State  St- 

E.  A,  Schoedsack,  Prop* 

Party  Dresses,  Kid 
Gloves 

Slippers  a  Specialty 


"At  Christmas  I  no  more  desire  a  rose 

Than  wish  a  snow  in  May's  new  tangled  shows." 

— Shakespeare. 


ANDRE  &  ANDRE 

Homes  FurnishedConipIete 

Distinctive   Merchandise  Worthy 
of  Inspection 

North  Side  Public  Square 


I  The  best  goods  for  the  price—No  matter  what  the  price* 
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|VICKERY'S  COLONIAL  INN 

The  most  popular  up-to-date  place  in  the  city  or  state  to 
hold  your  banquets,  birthday  dinners,  oyster  suppers. 
Our  dining  room  remodeled  and  enlarged,  with  new  decep- 
tions, lights,  and  big  colonial  firefplace  is  the  nicest  in  the 
state.  Every  Monday  we  serve  afternoon  tea  for  college 
students.  Salads,  sandwiches,  coffee,  sundaes,  "the  very 
latest"  hot  chocolate.  Don't  forget  every  Monday  afternoon 
Ice  Cream  in  any  Quantity,  Delivered.    Order  Now. 

I    Bell  Phone  67  VlVJiVll/IVl      O        llllinois  Phone  92 

I  1213  W.  State  St. 


Ladies' Heavy  Mannish 
|         SWEATERS 

I  Golf  Clubs  and  Bags 


Sec 

BONANSINGA 

For 

Fancy  Fruits  and 

Confectionery 

72  East  Side  Square 


Phelps  and  Osborne 

Is  the  College  Girl's  Popular  Store 

SUITS,  DRESSES,  COATS,  LACES  and  NOTIONS 

Popular  Prices  Always 


Fashionable    Dress    Making    and  Tailoring 

A  FULL  LINE  OF  DRESS  TRIMMINGS 
!  Mrs.  Emma  Corrington  'JIS 
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If  you  are  looking  for  SHOES  that 

have  Style,  Quality  and  Fit 

See  Our  Line 

JAS.  McGINNIS  &  COMPANY 

62  East  Side  Square 


Albyn  Lincoln  Adams,  M.D. 
Oculist  and  Aurist 

To  the  Illinois  School  for  the  Blind 

323  West  State  Street 

Pratcice  Limited  to  Diseases  of  the 

Eye,    Ear,    Nose  and   Throat 
Both  Telephones  886 


Try  our  high  grade 

Bittersweet  or  Milk 

Chocolate  Creams 
Made  Daily 
Delicious  Ice  Cream 

We  Serve 

Dainty  Lunches 
PRINCESS  CANDY  CO. 


"  Tis  Christmas,  my  hearties,  'tis  Christmas  that's  here, 
Happiest  day  of  your  happiest  year.,r 


ANDREW  LECK 

DEADER  IN 

Meats,  Groceries  and 
Vegetables 

Both  Phones  No.  59 

229  E.  State  Street 


Remember  the  Corner  Store! 

J.  P.  SHANAHAN 

Staple  and  Fancy 
Groceries 

237    East  State    Street.     Phones 
Illinois  262;  Bell  573 
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^Tail  &  ^Taii 


KODAK  FINISHING  for  Particular 
People.  You  will  like  our  flash  light 
Photos.     A  trial  order  will  convince  you. 

Hong's  JMmrmacp 

71  East  Side  Square 


Phalcn  &  Cosgriff's 

PURE  FOODS 

Quality      Courtesy      Service 

E.  State  St. 

Bell  Phone  393    Illinois  Phone  493 


We  Appreciate  your  Patronage 


ALDEN  BROWN 

314     West     State     Street 


PICTURES  and  FRAMES 


"Dim  forms  go  flitting  through  the  gloom, 
The  soldiers  cluster  'round  the  blaze 
To  talk  of  other  Christmas  days 
And  softly  speak  of  home  and  home." 

— McCabe. 


Coovcr  &  Shrcve 

Have  a  complete  line  of 

Drugs,    KodaKs  and  Perfumes 

Stationery  and  Holiday 

Goods 

We  do  Developing  and  Printing 

East  and  West  Side  Square 


"The  Home  of  Crispette*' 

The  Sanitary 
Pop-corn  and 
Crispcttc  Shop 

Fresh  Buttered  Pop-corn 

Home-made  Potato  Chips 
Roasted  and  Salted  Peanuts 

227  East  State  Street 


Girls9    Caps  and  Sweaters,    All   Colors 


Lukeman  Brothers 

The  horns  of 
Hart  SchafFner  6c  Marx  Clothes 


GIRLS,  PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 


THE  AYERS  NATIONAL  BANK 

ESTABLISHED  1852 

CAPITAL  $200,000.00  SURPLUS  $50,000.00 

DEPOSITS  $2,800,000.00 


LADIES  DEPARTMENT 

We  have   provided    a   Special   Department  for  Ladies. 
Ladies    waiting   room    adjoining   is   at    their    disposal. 


OFFICERS 
M.  F.  Dunlap,  Pres. 
Andrew  Russel,  V.  Pres. 
Chas.  B.  Graff,  V.  Pres. 
H.  J.  Rodgers,  V.  Pres. 
O.  F.  Buff,  Cashier. 
H.  C.  Clement,  A.  Cash. 
W.  G.  Goebel,  A.  Cash. 
H.K.Chenowith,A.Cash. 

SAVINGS 
DEPARTMENT 


DIRECTORS 

Owen  P.  Thompson 
E.  F.  Goltra 
John  W.  Leach 
Andrew  Russel 
George  Dietrick 
H.  M.  Capps 
O.  F.  Buffe 
M.  F.  Dunlap 

SAFE 
DEPOSIT    BOXES 
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For  Those  Who  Discriminate 

We  simply  suggest  that  it  has  been  our  constant  effort  to  please 
the  students  who  come  to  our  city.  We  select  only  the  best 
materials  and  prepare  them  with  skillful,  loving  care. 

Pure  Candies,  Hot  and  Cold  Soda,  Brick  Ice  Cream  and 
Plain  and  Decorated  Birthday  Cakes* 

All  packages  Delivered*      Telephone  227*      227  W.  State  St. 

John  ,W.  ]MterM*i|g&« 


Society    Programs  and    Menus 

THE    ROACH    PRESS 

ILLINOIS  PHONE  236  OPPOSITE  POST  OFFICE 
Our  customers  say,  "The  Service  is  a  Little  Better." 


"And  a  cricket  sings  upon  the  hearth." 

— Dickens. 


DORWART'S 
Cash  Market 

All  kinds  of  Fresh  and 

Salt  Meats,  Fish 

Poultry  Etc. 

Both  Phones  196 

230  West  State   Street 
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Cafe  Batz 


and  Annex  for  Ladies 
221-223  East  State  Street 


Illinois  Phone  308.       Bell  57 
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eririce 


Always  the  new  and  unusual  in  Fountain  Drinks  and  Home  Made 
Candies.     If  you've  been  here  you  know,  if  not  come  in  and  see. 

iMuIIentx  &  Hamilton 


Style 
Service 
Variety 

These  features  to  be  found  in 
Cherry's  Livery  Equipment. 

Cherry's  Livery 

Phone  850 


The  Emporium 

212-214  East  State  Street 

Cloaks,  Suits,  Furs 
and  Millinery 

At   PRICES  That  are  RIGHT 


And  so  as  Tiny  Tim  observed,  "God  bless  us,  Every  One." 

— Dickens. 


ROBERT  H.  REID 

"iPbotograpf)*  GHjat  Jlleaflte" 

4?lember£  iPfjotograpfjer'sf  gstfoctatton  of  America 

Jlocfeenfmfl  Siuilbing 
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Robinson's  Hat  Shop 

HATS     GOWNS     BLOUSES 

&WtB  Natimtal  Sank  lltoj. 

Room  705:706 
Special  attention  and  prices  given  to  College  Girls 


Brady  Bros. 

Everything  in 

HARDWARE 

House  Furnishings,  Paints 
45-47  South  Side  Square 


College  Store 

J.   A.   OBERMEYER     &     SON 

Stationery, Pennants 
Ft.  Pens,  Drugs, 
Toilet  Articles  and 
Sundries.      :      :     : 


Quality       Quantity       Service 

S.  Side  Sq.     Bell  457,      111.  57* 


'Keep  Christmas  in  your  heart,  my  dear — 
Keep  Christmas  in  your  heart." 


H 


PHONE    309 


ILLERBY' 

DRY  GOODS  STORE 

SAFEST      PLACE      TO      TRADE 


5 


Illinois  Phone  481 


Make  Appointments 


MARINELLO  SHOP 

FOR     THE    WOMAN     WHO     CARES 

Mrs.  Hattie  H.  Montgomery 
Huntoon  Building West  State    Street 
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A  Warner  model  is  as 
nice  a  corset  as  you  can 
imagine.  Its  lines  are  grace 
ful,  and  its  style  assures 
the  correct  foundation  of  a 
gown. 

We  specialize  on  War- 
ner's Rust-Proof  Corsets, 
and  we  guarantee  them 

to  shape  fashionably, 
to  fit  comfortably, 
and  not  to  rust,  break 
or  tea  r 

$1  and  up 
Every   Corset    Guar- 
anteed 

F.  J.  Waddcli  &  Go. 

Jacksonville. 


At  Christmas  play  and  make  good  cheer, 
For  Christmas  comes  but  once  a  year. 

— Tusser. 


S,  S*  Kresge  Co» 

5  and  10c  Store 

A  Popular  Place  for 
College  Girls 


College  Students  I 

Who  are  boarding  or  do  | 

ing  light  housekeeping  1 

Chafing   Dish   Parties  | 

are  anion*  the  nicest  and  pleasant- 
est  of  evening  entertainments. 

Are  You  Prepared?  | 

We  shall  be  glad  to  show  you  our 
line  of  Klectiical  Appliances, 
which  includes  Grills,  Pressing 
Irons,  Water  Heaters,  Etc. 

Jacksonville  Railway  and 
Light  Company 
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Cafe 

Confectionery 

= 

• 

peacock  3nn 

' 

DINE  IN  OUR  NEW 
PEACOCK  ROOM 

| 

I   Catering 

I 

Soda 

| 

E         j    vam^f     j 

>                    U 

Harry 

Floral 

Hofmann 

Company 

1 

Cloaks,  Sutrs.  FursanqMillmery^J 

Designs,  Cut  Flowers 
and  Plants 

1 

^^%/ACKmONVtLL£ .  fjLL* 

Southwest 

Corner  Square 

1 

E 

f  Low  Prices  and  Square 

i 

Dealings  Keep  Us  Busy 

Greenhouse  S.  Diamond  St. 

Store:     Bell  Phone  154— 111.   182 
Greenhouse,  Bell  775 

"Be  this,  good  friends,  our  carol  still 
Be  peace  on  earth,  be  peace  on  earth, 
To  men  of  gentle  will." 

Thackery.' 


jBASSETT'S 

COLLEGE    JEWELRY 

A  Specialty.    Monogram 
Stationary,  Cut  and  Etch- 
ed Glass,  Vase  Craft  Pot- 
,  I  tery,  Silverware. 

21   South   Side   of  Square 
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Job  Printing  of  all  Kinds  1 

JOHN  K.  LONG  | 

Engraved   Cards,  Invitations  | 

Programs  and  Stationery  | 
213  West  Morgan  Street 

Illinois  Phone  400 
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|j.  P.  BROWN 

1 

Music   House 

Sheet   Music    and  Studies 

Jacksonville's  Best  Hotel 

New  Pacific  Hotel 

EUROPEAN 

| 

Prompt  Attention 

First  Class  Cafe  in  Connection 

| 

Given  Mail  Orders 

Recommended     by     the    Woman's    College 

| 

T7T/~>nn'rj  at    a  o 

Rates  75c  to  $2  a  dayj         Service  is  our  motto- 

i 

VICTROLAS 

and    Records 

Scott's  Theatre 

s 

Repairs    on   Small  Instru- 
ments and  Talking  Ma- 
chines a  Specialty 

Always  the 

Latest 

in  Motion 

1 

19     South    Side     Square 

Pictures 

1 

Jacksonville 

A  Feature  Every  Day 

1 

God  rest  ye,  merry  gentlemen;  let  nothing  you  dismay, 
For  Christ  the  Lord,  Our  Savior,  was  born  on  Christmas 
day. 

— Mullock. 


I  For  Jewelry  | 

Visit  Schram's 

Quality,  Assortment  and  Prices 
I  will  Please  You. 

Cor.  Square  and  S.  Main  St. 
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CHRISTMAS  GEMS 

All  through  the  feast  of  Christmas  time 
The  mistletoe  hangs  in  the  hall, 
A  symbol  of  the  season's  cheer 
Whose  echoes  laugh  from  wall  to  wall. 

But  Twelfth  night  comes, 

Down  comes  the  green, 

And  if  the  lady  Fortune's  sought, 

Each  spray  of  evergreen  will  make 

The  embers  leap  with  fire  uncaught. 

The  fire  springs  up  and  crackles  crisp, 
The  forest  children  crack  and  turn, 
The  sparks  shoot  up  like  blazing  spots, 
Then  sink,  and  smouldering  ashes  burn. 


